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ALEXANDER  BROME.

Of this rude pile we carry, as the soul

Hath excellence above this earth-born frailty.

My lord., by the king's will, is led already

To a severe arraignment, and to judges

Will make no tender search into his tract

Of life and state ; stay but a little while,

And France shall echo to his shame or innocence.

This suit I beg with tears, I shall have sorrow

Enough to hear him censured foul and monstrous

Should you forbear to antedate my sufferings, [cline

Queen. Your conscience comes about,, and you in-
To fear he may be worth the law's condemning.

Wife [rising]. I sooner will suspect the stars may
lose

Their way, and crystal Heaven return to chaos ;
Truth sits not on her square more firm than he ;
Yet let me tell you, madam, were his life
And action so foul as you have character'd
And the bad world expects, though as a wife
' Twere duty I should weep myself to death
To know him falPn from virtue, yet so much
I, a frail woman, love my king and country,
I should condemn him too, and think all honours,
The price of his lost faith, more fatal to me
Than Cleopatra's asps warm in my bosom,
And as much boast their killing.

ALEXANDER BROME.

[Born, 1620-   Died, 16G6 ]

ALEXANDER BROME was an attorney in the
Lord Mayor's Court From a verse in one of
his poems, it would seem that he had been sent
once in the civil war (by compulsion no doubt),
on the parliament side, but had staid only three
days, and never fought against the king and the
cavaliers. He was in truth a strenuous loyalist,
and the bacchanalian songster of his party. Most
of the songs and epigrams that were published
against the Rump have been ascribed to him.
He had besides a share in a translation of Horace,
with Fanshawe, Holiday, Cowley, and others, and
published a single comedy, the Cunning Lovers,

which was acted in 16'51, at the private house in
Drury. There is a playful variety in his metre,
that probably had a better effect in song than in
reading. His thoughts on love and the bottle
have at least the merit of being decently jovial,
though he arrays the trite arguments of convivial
invitation in few original images. In studying
the traits and complexion of a past age, amuse-
ment, if not illustration, will often be found from
the ordinary effusions of party ridicule. In this
view the Diurnal, and other political satires of
Brome, have an extrinsic value as contemporary
caricatures.

THE RESOLVE.

TELL me not of a face that's fair,

Nor lip and cheek that's red,
Nor of the tresses of her hair,

Nor curls in order laid j
Nor of a rare seraphic voice,

That like an angel sings ;
Though if I were to take my choice,

I would have all these things.
But if that thou wilt have me love,

And it must be a she ;
The only argument can move

Is, that she will love me.

The glories of your ladies be

But metaphors of things,,
And but resemble what we see

Each common object brings.
Roses out-rod their lips and checks.

Lilies their whiteness stain :
What fool is he that shadows seeks,

And may the substance gain 1
Then if thou'lt have me love a lass,

Let it be one that's kind,
Else I'm a servant to the glass

That's with Canary lined.

ON CANARY.

OF all the rare juices
That Bacchus or Ceres produces,
There's none that I can, nor dare I
Compare with the princely Canary.

For this is the thing
That a fancy infuses,

This first got a king,
And next the nine Muses ;
'Twas this made old poets so sprightly to sing,

And fill all the world with the glory and fame on't;
They Helicon eall'd it, and the Thespian spring,
But this was the drink though they knew not
[the name on't.
Our cider and perry
JVlay make a man mad, but not merry ;
It makes people windmill-pated,
And with crackers sophisticated ;
And your hops, yest, and malt,
When they're mingled together,

Makes our fancies to halt,
Or reel any whither :
It stuffs up our brains with froth and with yest,

That if one would write but a verse for abellman,
He must study till Christmas for an eight-shilling j cst;
These liquors won't raise, "but drown, and o'er-
whelm man.